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Poems 



* Mr. Reed's muse wears the same robe of purple words, and moves 
to the same measures as Mr. Tennyson's, but this she does with such 
grace, and possesses so real a beauty of her own, that we are sorry 
to have to make any deductions on the Laureate's account.*— -TAr 
Athenaum, Feb. 27th, 1858. 

*• My father spoke at this time warmly of the gallant spirit of 
Sir Edward Reed's lines on the Fleet in the Su Jama^ Gaxette* — 
Memoirs of Lord Tennyson iy fas Son, page 386, vol. ii. 
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DEDICATION 



To the Muse 

Ere mortal love had stirred 
This heart, which since hath surged with mortal love, 
I loved thee, O divine one, saw thee move 

Before me, faintly heard 

Thy low voice o'er the din, — 
^ The world will claim thee, chain thee, bid thee plod 
An ever-narrowing circle till the clod 

Is cleft to let thee in.' 

A voice of prophecy ! 
O mistress all-divine, I hear thee still. 
Here where I circle, moaning at the mill 

That holds me far from thee. 
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To the Muse 

With whitening head, with eyes 
That now but dimly see God's glory fall 
About His mountain altars, ears that all 

The ringing minstrelsies 



Of the unfolding spring 
No more to perfect music wake, I wind 
My daily round, until death's fingers bind 

My brow with icy ring : 



And then the cloven clod. 
The dark descent, the faltered ' dust to dust,' 
The shovelled mould upon the coffin thrust. 

The graveman's rounded sod ; 



Then, and for evermore. 
Silence ! Silence though griePs own lips should 

cry 
Above the turf the uttermost agony 
Of those beloved before — 
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To the Muse 

Silence though thunders brake 
Above me : ay, though thunder-tempests tore 
England from base to summit, shore to shore, 

That silence nought might shake. 



But thou immortal art, 
And wilt allure the mortal millions still. 
And some pure spirits will obey thy will 

And choose the nobler part. 



And thou wilt lead them where 
The singing rivers shall inspire their songs ; 
Or where the high pines with their myriad 
tongues 

Enthrill the mountain air 



With formless melodies, 
That to the human sense and soul appeal 
For form and voice j or where God sets His seal 

In blazoned sunset skies 
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To the Muse 

On His completed days ; 
Or where life's long unresting agony 
Is imaged by the rock-torn, wind-worn sea 

That gropes and foams always, 



Prone, at the stony base 
Of man's fair vale-and-mountain world of light ; 
Or where the far-drawn glory of the night 

Streams on the upturned face 



Of the rapt votary, 
Within whose ken the silent star-tide laves 
The hollow orb of heaven with nebulous waves 

Of worlds and worlds to be. 



Yes, thou immortal art, 
And thou dost lift to immortality 
Thy noblest. We, from the rough-bufFeting 
sea. 

Behold them set apart 



To the Muse 

« 

High o'er the foreland's brink, 
Far-beaming, lights that flash and fires that 

flame 
Over oblivion's weltering wastes of shame 

Wherein we millions sink. 



Wherefore, O Muse divine, 
Though unto thee my life I did not vow. 
And though thy bays will never bind this brow. 

Yet make this offering thine. 



AFFIRMATIONS 



Affirmations 



We say that God is love, 
And while we speak, some angel of the Lord 
Sweeps through the land with plague as with a 
sword ; 

The bolt shrieks from above 

And the poor peasant spears ; 
The earthquake spirts the earth and shakes the 

town, 
And even God's own temples thunder down 

Upon the worshippers ; 

The bright bird hovering by, 

The very song it sings to heaven, are fraught 

With delicate life devoured, and anguish wrought, 

And exquisite agony : 
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Affirmations 

And did not God create 
The fierce beast-demon of the wood, with frame 
Of iron, thews of steel, and eyes of flame, 

With rapine animate ? 



Above, around, beneath. 
The living on the living fiercely prey ; 
Slaughter and spoil are the appointed way ; 

The breath of life is death. 



Then is God love ? Ah, yes ! 
But God is love upon a larger plan 
Than that whereon man builds his love of man, 

And trains his tenderness. 



The worm that drills the clod. 
The worlds that swarm in heaven, the ages shot 
Like arrows, those to come and those forgot. 

All in the scheme of God 
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Affirmations 

Find definite place and aim ; 
And that vast love which holds both them and 

thee 
Works on the scale of His infinity, 

In world and worm the same: 



And could our vision range 
Beyond the farthest star or nebulous spark 
That blurs the blackness of the Godless dark, 

And through all shades of change 



Since the Ifirst germlet stirred 
The formless void till the last soul hath trod 
The last step of the road that ends in God, 

We still should find one word 



Clear and immortal prove. 
Spelt by all worlds, all men, all centuries. 
All life and death, all joys and agonies, 

The name of God in * Love.' 
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Affirmations 



II 

Do I not hear a cry — 
^ What solace this to suffering, what relief 
To a man's anguish or a woman's grief, 

That love works utterly 

In all things to the end, 
Alike in writhing worm and sparkling sun. 
Where'er the swift, far-sliding ages run. 

Or needs of love extend ? ' 

Born of her joy and woe. 
Nursed on her loveliness, rocked by her love, 
The sick child droops, the mother bends above 

And cannot let it go : 

Soul-sown with choicest seeds 
Of knowledge, starred with honours early won. 
Full of abounding nobleness, the son 

Before the father bleeds, 
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Affirmations 

Struck where the war-fiend grim 
Ravaged with slaughtering steel and spearing 

flame 
The tender forms of men that crowding came 

To give their lives to him : 

The slow, long-lingering times 
Of loving, longing, weary waiting past, 
At last the sweet brow-blossoms bloom, at last 

Clash forth the bridal chimes. 

But ere the bridal night 
The swift steeds swerve, the chariot falls, the 

bride 
Is torn from her scarce-breathing bridegroom's side 

In anguish infinite : 

All these with deep desire 
From Sovereign power crave pity with such stress 
As that wherewith the child will strain and press 

In terror to its sire. 
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Affirmations 

Ah, yes ! lift hands of prayer, 
Bride, father, mother, all who need His love ; 
He unto whom your hearts impulsive move 

Put the swift impulse there. 



A force divine, to be 
Fulfilled as surely as the force that sweeps 
The stars in torrents down the silent steeps 

Of sheer infinity — 



Fulfilled though unfulfilled 
To those dim eyes that weep the dear one dead 
In the dark porch, to whom God hath not said 

' Be it as thou hast willed.' 
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Affirmations 



III 

Again I hear a cry — 
'"Fulfilled though unfulfilled" — vain words to 

screen 
Thought's blank unbridged hiatus set between 

Parts of a theory 1 ' 

Ah, no ! behold the world, 
Lo, in the brake the bud, and toiling there 
The subtle forces of the earth and air. 

And there the sunbeams, hurled 

Through wordless vasts of space, 
Fulfil their gracious errand hour by hour. 
Quickening the folded wonders of the flower ; 

And all the sacred place 

Waits for the perfecting 

Of the world's love and labour, and the prayer 

That cries through love and labour everywhere. 

Waits for the wondrous thing 
B 17 



Affirmations 

To break to light and spread 
Its heart of beauty as an offering given 
Upon its jewelled petals unto heaven 

With fountained fragrance shed. 



But never shall suns steep, 
Nor airs caress, nor birds salute the flower ; 
The storm shall shear it, or the frost devour, 

Or soulless insects creep 



From loathsome lairs and feed 
Upon its honeyed sweetnesses, and drain 
Its sun-brought life, and turn to dust again 

Earth's best and loveliest. 



The bud dies in the brake ; 

The sapling withers in the wood ; on high 

Perish the virgin mountains ; starkly by 

Death in earth's moon-child moves, 
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Affirmations 

And far through star-wide space 
Abortive suns and systems drift and surge 
In nebulous flames : thus life's own forces urge 

Life into death's embrace, 



And nature seems to fail ; 
Her splendid purpose and her ceaseless prayer 
Waste as the blown foam-bubbles waste in air 5 

The powers of death prevail. 



No, nothing fails ! Through all 
This wide and wondrous world of worlds the law 
Fulfils itself, and holds from fleck and flaw 

The work Imperial. 

The bud unblown ; the star 
Half-wrought of glimmering mist s the prayer that 

brings 
No manifest answer, in the scheme of things 
Complete and perfect are, 
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Affirmations 

But only to His eye 
Who sees the world of being through and through, 
Piercing all veils that hide from me and you 

How many a mystery ! 



And our contentment this : 
Even the bounded view allowed to man 
Permits faint glimpses of the Eternal Plan 

That holds all mysteries, 



And of the Eternal One — 
Let the vast meaning break through the small word, 
* Of force the Father, and of law the Lord, 

The Ruler on his Throne.' 
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THE OVER-POWER 



^God' 

' God ! * We utter the word, brief, with a harsh 

beginning, 
A broken consonant ending, and but a cramped 

vowel between ; 
And this poor cripple of speech, imperfect, uncouth, 

and unwinning. 
Is the name we daringly give to the Glory too great 

to be seen, — 

To Him who hath breathed into being our spirits 

that unto Him call 
While working afar in His vineyard, and hoping to 

join Him again. 
To the King of whose palace the threshold is sanded 

with stars whereon fall 
The o'er-tired thought of the thinker, the poet's 

winged effort found vain. 
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*God' 

Fair names in sweet words are for woman ; great 

names in strong words are for man. 
For the sweetness and strength that are ours such 

speech as is ours may express ; 
But we gasp at the sight of the vastness, the power 

and the splendour we scan, 
And dare but ejaculate * God ! ' ere we die of life's 

sorrow and stress. 
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^Our God 
is a Consuming Fire' 

OLD VIEW 

Our Grod is a consuming fire, 
His eye the blazing sun, the stars 
Sparks of His ever-burning ire 
That flames on nebulous furnace-bars, 
Devouring all, till shrivelling skies 
In ashes end the sacrifice. 



NEW VIEW 

Our God is a consuming fire, 
And all we are and all we do, 
Ev'n to our inmost heart's desire. 
If to the Heavenly Laws untrue. 
Though wrought in His own sacred name, 
Will perish in unfailing flame. 
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DIVINATIONS 



A Prophecy 



Forward I send my soul 
Across the coining ages, and I see 
Science unfolding every mystery, 

And graving on her scroll 

The cosmic plan complete, 
Tracing the power that fashioned germ and cell. 
Evolved the living form ineffable. 

Set earth beneath man's feet, 

Above him reared the sky — 
The power that works anear and works afar, 
That moves in mite and man, in spark and star. 

The Sole Divinity. 

I see the outspread plan, 

The chart of perfect knowledge full and fair ; 

Man of the Master's utmost thought aware. 

And God aface with man. 
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The Exploring Mind 

My mind will not allow 
That haply, in the dark, without a plan, 
Life's primal forces life's great work began, 

And no mind guideth now 

The worlds material : 
Surely in Kepler's laws and Newton's scheme 
Man's thought disclosed the thought of Him we 
deem 

Author and Lord of all. 

We note the laws, and lo. 

The swerveless solar planets seem to swerve ! 

The great geometers straightway trace each curve. 

Observe the ebb and flow 
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The Exploring Mind 

Of mutual force, and say : 
^ Afar, in mass and place determinate, 
The mighty Master Mind hath surely set 

A planet on its way.' 

And there the instructed sight, 
By aid of man-wrought instruments, discerns 
The orb of Neptune where it slowly burns 

In the sun's far-sent light ! 

Ah, yes ! Th' exploring mind 
That, without sight or sound or sensuous force, 
Thus prophesies the planet in its course 

And gives it to mankind. 

Is bound by bonds of birth 
To an Anterior Mind of nobler state 
That in the far beginning did create 

The heavens and the earth. 



31 



An Inward Vision 

Divinely o'er the deep 
Floated the silent days and nights divine : 
Then these world-weary souls of thine and 
mine 

The hush of worlds did steep ; 

And slowly, thought by thought, 
Feeling by feeling, word by word we drew 
Together, and together closer grew, 

Till both as one were brought ; 

And as one soul we saw 

The inward vision wax, the outward wane, 

And in the spirit we beheld again 

Evening and morning draw 
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An Inward Vision 

Across the crystal floor 
Their varying splendours ; but earth's cares and 

fears 
Had vanished, God had wiped away our tears, 

Sorrow and sin no more 



Would vex us, for, behold ! 
The Heavenly City — base of gleaming stone. 
Pure jasper walls, pearl gates, enjewelled throne 

And glittering halls of gold ; 

* And the light streaming through 
To lighten it God's glory is ! ' Ah me. 
The vision fades ; again the earth, the sea, 

The sin and sorrow too ! 
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What Am I? 

Upon the earth, beneath the sky, 
I stand and wonder, what am I ? 
But from the vast serenity 
No breath of answer comes to me. 

0*er earth and ocean flies my thought 
To find if answer can be brought ; 
But earth is dumb and the mute sea 
Murmurs in speechless mystery. 

But not from this will I infer 
A doctrine harsh or sinister 
Concerning man, but only mark 
That through the silence and the dark 

Man wins his way by inward force, 
Perchance upon a destined course 
To break at dawn from voiceless night 
To realms of harmony and light. 
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INTERROGATIONS 



Interrogations 

What shall I do with this soul of mine, 
Part of the Soul that is All in All, 
Bodied in flesh as wine in the vine, 
As fire in fuel, as light in the jewel, 
As power in a brain imperial P 

Shall I say to it, be thou minister 

To the body that sits with its senses five 

Amid a world that is ever astir. 

As if moved by fire to quicken desire 

In man and woman and all that live ? 

Shall I say to it, give to each craving all 
The wide and affluent world can supply. 
All that is rich and ambrosial ; 
Give joy intense to every sense 
And ecstasy merge in ecstasy 
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Interrogations 

In endless round, till the jaded heart 
With lapsing pulse shall faintly beat, 
Then cease, and cease thy woful part 
Of leading a mortal to that blank portal 
Which opens on blackness and silence complete. 

Nay, nay, O Soul, do thou uphold 
This body for thine own needs alone ; 
To this end be thou nobly bold. 
Tend and cherish it, nobly embellish it. 
Make it thy temple, make it thy throne. ' 

Look through mine eyes at the vast wide glory 
Wherein earth was shapen, and shapen was man, 
Wherein rose the worlds, where wrought was the 

story 
Of all that hath being, or blind or soul-seeing. 
Since germlet and germ the life-drama began. 

Watch, O my Soul, the flame of the morn 
Consuming the shadow that makes our night : 
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Interrogations 

Lo, earth in splendour breaks reborn, 
Its plains outspread, its rivers outshed, 
Its ranged mountains standing bright, 

Its seas of opal streaming past 
Its isles of emerald, shores of gold, 
And say and vow, while life shall last 
Be it joy of mine, be it glory of thine, 
By Him who wrought it all to hold. 

Watch, when the sun in its passionate hour 

Trails the blinding day downwards and opens the 

night. 
And the solemn wide universe blows as a flower, 
Now softly unfolden, now spreading star-golden. 
In limitless darkness, limitless light. 

Fleet though our vision be, fleeter our thought. 
Yet thought is a laggard but slow to explore 
Yon sun-sanded deserts, and lingers distraught 
At the star- blazoned portal of regions immortal 
That lure us and win us where time is no more. 
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Interrogations 

This will I do with this soul of mine, 
Part of the Soul Imperial : 
I will say to it : Make thou my life as wine, 
As fire and as light, and as sacred might 
In the service of Him who is All in All. 
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IMPERIAL 



Hail to Thee, Kaiser 

Hail to thee, Kaiser, King, 
Sovereign and Son of Prussia, and of those 
Who drew about thy grandsire when his foes, 

With shout and challenging, 

Menaced the Fatherland ; 
When with his gay delirious cries of war 
Again the Gaul against the Teuton bore 

Loud gun and gleaming brand. 

And the dire implements 

Which sombre science with unpi tying pains. 

That love of neither man nor God restrains, 

f 

To warring hosts presents. 
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Hail to Thee, Kaiser 

Then the hot blood of France 
Vainly with lavished valour poured amain. 
And fair enchanting Paris once again 

Fell to the foreign lance j 

And once again we saw 
That, not by petulant impulse may we stay 
The wise, deliberate, fore-determined way 

Of science and of law : 



For Nature, and the Power 
That ordered Nature, fights with him who brings 
Foregathered knowledge and the truth of things 

Unto the fateful hour ; 

And unto him alone 
By the deep all-ordaining soul 'tis given 
To grasp the passionless awards of Heaven — 

A laurel, or a throne. 
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The Naval Exhibition' 

Hail to the day, thy day, 
Britannia ! Now thy sailor sons unroll 
In these long courts, as on a blazoned scroll. 

The labour and the play, 

The shadow and the sheen. 
The doom, the daring, all the immortal tale 
Of thy far-faring ocean flag. All hail 

Thy day, O Ocean-Queen ! 

Well may thy sea-sons shout 
Glory to thee, for thy fame shines afar : 
Upon what sea, what shore, beneath what star 

Hath e'er thy light gone out ? 

1 Written for the opening day, in 1891. 
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The Naval Exhibition 

The globe-enfolding sea 
In every part throbs to thy throbbing ships ; 
The Arctic and Antarctic ice-world dips 

Auroral flags to thee. 



Whether with leaden wave 
Or golden, whether steep'd in storm or sun 
Ocean's vast masses roll, thy swift keels run, 

Thy sharpened steel stems cleave. 



High on the driving decks, 
Swayed by the sea-sway, but sure-footed, stand 
Thy mariners with iron helm in hand ; 

And though the tides perplex, 



And though the lode-stars hide 
Behind the black cloud-awnings of the skies. 
Onward they speed with thy rich merchandise, 

Proud with our island-pride. 
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The Naval Exhibition 

In Tropic furnaces 
Fired by meridian suns, and rimmed around 
With hot horizons, there thy flag is found 

Streaming o'er steaming seas ; 



And where the frost that bites 
Man to the marrow hath congealed the flood 
About thy ships, there have thy heroes stood 

Through the dread Polar nights 



Of nature's long eclipse, 
Aface with death-like doom, a&ce with death. 
But true to thee till the last icy breath 

Froze on the frozen lips. 



If to those tranquil skies 
Where dwell the heroic spirits of our sires 
Whom valour made immortal, earthly lyres 

May make their music rise, 
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The Naval Exhibition 

Then let thy soul attend, 
O daring Drake, who from the Cornish shore 
The flag of great Elizabeth upbore 

O'er all the seas that blend 



Earth's isles and continents ; 
And, when the subtle Spaniard darkly planned 
His great Armada, poured upon his strand 

War's hottest elements, 



Firing his ports and ships, 
* Singeing the King's beard ' with the driving 

flame 
Of his own castles, till our hero's name 

Blanched the proud Philip's lips. 



Nor less illustrious thou, 
Blake ! founder of our sea supremacy. 
Who tore from our Dutch victors victory 

Smiting from stern to prow, 
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The Naval Exhibition 

From truck to water-line, 
His well-fought vessels, while the gun-decks 

gleamed 
Blood-brightened, and the crimsoned scuppers 
streamed. 
Until the day was thine. 

Nor, Benbow, shall thy name 
Remain unbailed, unsung, within the halls 
Where naval England her great past recalls 

And celebrates her fame ; 

The sailor-soul loves thee, 
Grand sailor; though the straggling chain-shot tore 
Thy limbs, the unmutilated spirit bore 

Thy flag to victory. 

But why the roll extend ? 

The Spanish headland still repeats the roar 

Of Rodney's thunder, and for evermore 

St. Vincent's name will lend 
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The Naval Exhibition 

To the same cape and crag 
A name more lasting than themselves, that rings 
With battle-music still, and ever brings 

Fresh glory to our flag. 



And of all earthly fisime, 
What &me can thine surpass whose deeds 

resound 
From Nile to Baltic, heard all Europe round, 

Nelson, immortal name ! 



But needless now thy praise, 
For our great Laureate's lips have sounded it 
In words of majesty and music fit ; 

England through all her days 



The Laureate's song will sing : 

' Thine island loves thee well, thou famous man. 

The greatest sailor since the world began,' 

Thou world-crowned sailor-king ! 
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The Naval Exhibition 

And now to thee, O Queen, 
Greetings, as coming from the shining glance 
And teeming hospitalities of France, 

Forgetting what hath been 

Of warring elements 
Between these silver-sundered lands, behold 
Thy sailor-people in these courts unfold 

The mighty implements 



That guard thy flag and throne, 
And bid the wings of commerce boldly fly 
Abput the earth, and hold our honour high. 

And make the world our own. 



When this poem (here reproduced from the St. James'^s 
Gaxette) was written, Her Majesty had just returned from a 
long visit to the South of France, in which she had been most 
hospitably entertained, alike by the Government and people. 
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A Flag 



A Flag ! ah yes, a flag, 
Perchance a Esicled rag upon a stick ; 
Yet what tumultuous memories gather thick. 

And at the heart-strings drag 



At view of it ! How Fame 
At its unfurling grasps her trump and shakes 
The drowsy soul to daring life, and makes 

A wonder of a name ! 



How Duty at the sight 

Transforms the city wastrels, country clods 

To eager heroes, rivals of the gods, 

And bids them fight the fight ! 
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A Flag 

How Valour at the sign 
Lights even in the slothful breast a fire 
That withers every idle, vain desire, 

And makes man half divine ! 



How Honour 'neath its folds 
Stands forth, extending palm and leaf and crown 
To mortals made immortal in renown, 

And the wide world beholds ! 



Originally printed in the Daily Graphic, 
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The Firm Word 

Blood is not shed by those alone 
Who cry for blood, if such there be ; 
The faltering word, the dubious tone, 
The untimely plea for peace, will free 
The dogs of war, when the firm word, 
The level tone, the front of fate, 
Would keep in sheath the half-drawn sword. 
And turn the foeman from your gate. 

Previously printed in a letter to the Times, 
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A Song Imperial, 1897 

Stand up, England, land of toil and duty, 

In your smoking cities, in your hamlets green ; 

Stand up, England, land of love and beauty, 
Stand up, shout out, God save the Queen ! 

Stand up, Scotland, up Wales and Ireland, 
Loyal to her royalty crowd upon the scene ; 

Stand up, all of us, we who are the sire-land, 
Stand up, shout out, God save the Queen ! 

Stand up, ye Colonies, the joy-cry reaches you. 
Near lands, far lands, lands that lie between ; 

Where the sun bronzes you, where the frost bleaches 
you. 
Stand up, shout out, God save the Queen ! 

Stand up all ! Yes, princes, nobles, peoples. 

All the mighty Empire — mightier ne'er hath been ; 
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A Song Imperial 

Boom from all your decks and towers, clang from all 

your steeples, 
God save Victoria, God save the Queen ! 

Why not ? Has she not ever loved and served us, 
Royal to us, loyal to us, gracious ever been ? 

Ne'er in peace betrayed us, ne'er in war unnerved us; 
Up, then, shout out, God save the Queen ! 

But now our sun descends, from the zenith westward. 
Westward and downward, of all mortals seen j 

May the long day lengthen yet, though the fall be 
rest-ward. 
May we long together cry, God save the Queen ! 

When in the coming time, 'neath the dim ocean line, 

Our dear sun shall sink in the wave serene. 
Tears will fill these eyes of mine, tears will fill those 

eyes of thine, 
Lowly kneeling, all will pray, God save the Queen ! 

This song was printed in the Christmas Number of Punchy 1897. 
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The Lady Edith 



On lands so narrow that her lightest glance 

Touched many an alien acre dwelt apart 

The Lady Edith, till, as a bright flame 

Draws to it the light floating forms of air, 

Her beauty drew about her many men. 

And as a bright flame feedeth silently 

Upon the fine, invisible air, nor heeds 

The throng of fluttering, floating forms, but 

burns 
Serene and changeless 'mid the whirl and wave 
Of diamond-dusted wings, so Edith fed 
Her soul on subtle thoughts and purposes. 
Silent, and heedless of the glittering throng 
That flashed and circled in her beauty's light. 
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The Lady Edith 

At length, from out the flashing, circling crowd 
Stept forth earl Geryld, offering heart and hand, 
And noble name and wealth immeasurable, 
All that he had and was, for Edith's love. 
Whereat the lady Edith, half-beguiled 
By the rich tribute, answered graciously. 
But asked delay, and parleyed with her heart. 

And as she parleyed with her heart, there came 

The cousin of earl Geryld, and the light 

Of Edith's beauty brake on him, and drew 

His whole soul to her. But Lord RyfHeld's lands. 

As Edith's, were but narrow, and he knew 

That in the core of many a sweet heart hides 

The foul devouring worm of covetousness. 

Making the fairest loathsome. But the light 

Of Edith's beauty lay on him, and drave 

The dark dread from him, and he roughly sware 

His manly love unto her, knowing not 

Earl Geryld's passion. And she answered feir. 

But asked delay, and parleyed with her heart. 
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Earl Geryld was the lord of a broad land, 
But not the lord of a large heart. His eye, 
Lit by a feeble, flickering mind, in vain 
Dwelt on the stately Edith, who still fed 
Her soul on subtle thoughts and purposes 
Whereof the weak Earl knew not. But the soul 
Of Ryffield smote on hers as star smites star 
With burning glances. Yet she spake them 

&ir. 
And asked delay, and parleyed with her heart. 

And thus she parleyed : — 

* 'Twere not hard to choose 

Between them, man from man : a glance, a 

word. 

The lightest thrill of finest sense, proclaims 

Ryffield the sweeter, nobler. But my choice 

Is larger than the choice of man from man. 

Lord Ryffield brings but what Lord Ryffield is ; 

Earl Geryld offers what he is, and has. 

Whether were better, Ryffield and but love, 
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Or Geryld, wealth and rank, and name and 

power ? 
Nought but a blind, wild impulse answereth. 
To such an impulse dare I yield my life, 
And with impetuous, purposeless resolve, 
And sinful slur of reason, fix my fate. 
Like any weaker woman ? Then were all 
The mind's pride broken, and its fairest plans 
Of life's fair future (wrought with patient care 
Through the slow-shifting seasons) rudely flung 
To the blind builder, chance, whose fumbling 

hands 

Nor trial nor time can tutor. But a voice 

Whispers, — ^Then know ye not that love is all. 

Or, if not all, yet with it bringeth all ? 

So runs the creed, the world's fair-seeming creed. 

That many a votary wins, and makes the tongue 

Of many a novice garrulous, as creeds do ; 

But when the gay novitiate dies in days 

Of sombreer hue, who tells us love is all. 

Or bringeth all ? Often love's marvellous light, 
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That kindles with the shock of soul on soul 
To such a heavenly splendour that it lends 
Brightness e'en to youth's brightness, wanes and 

dies. 
Leaving the high life to the low enlinked. 
To fret through shadowed courses to its fall. 
Alas ! we know not love when most we need 
To know it. When the young soul sits like Eve 
In life's fresh-flowering garden, unaware 
Of hurt or evil, comes a glittering form, 
And with beguiling promises presents 
Fruit of the fairest tree — and none forbids ! 
O for a whisper of the voice that spake 
Warning to Eve ! How welcome were the 

sound, 
** The day thou eatest of it thou shalt die" — 
Or live if that may be ! — If that may be ! 
O cold inquestioning heart, that erst at view 
Of frown or storm of fortune didst upspring 
On thine aye-eager pinions, swift to climb 
The dread red-rolling tempest up to heaven, 
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In what dull mire thou grovellest now ! On thee 
Dead doubt hath fallen like a dead stone dropped 
Upon a slumbering eagle. Let us pray 
Some angel that he roll away the stone. 



64 



The Lady Edith 



II 

'TwAS autumn, and 'twas evening : the low sun 

(Which — manifest type of all celestial things — 

Grows on our mortal vision as it comes 

From the aye-hallowed eminence of heaven 

To mix its majesty with things of earth) 

Glowed on the glowing waters and the shore, 

Where at the feet of Edith glanced and brake 

In many a rosy ray and tender tone 

The world-enfolding ocean. O'er her flowed 

The warm, sea-scented, tremulous, luminous air 

Out-welling from the tremulous, luminous depths 

Of inmost heaven, whose gates of gold thrown wide 

Received the dread descending Lord of Light, 

Before whose face of glory all that is 

Grows glorious, and no dark thing e'er hath stood 

Or shall stand. . . . 

* As the shore is to the sea, 

Now yielding murmuring music to its touch, 
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The Lady Edith 

Now moaning 'neath its beating billows, so 
The heart is to life's ocean. As the air 
Is to the living light, now softly thrilled 
With its transfusing beauty, and now rent 
By many a blazing bolt and fork of fire, 
So is the soul to life's bright effluence.' . . . 
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Musing, and lingering on the shining shore, 
With thought o'er-rippHng thought, and many an air 
Of fancy blowing, Edith turned, and lo. 
Earl Geryld, bent adoring. 

* Lady mine — 

If prayer or passionate service make thee mine — 
Forgive the love that leads this arid heart 
To its refreshing fountain.' 

* Nay, my lord,' — 

The stately Edith thus — * Earl Geryld comes 

With rightful boldness unto her who holds 

The proffered jewel of Earl Gcryld's name 

Between her dainty fingers questioning — 

With a most measureless vanity, perchance — 
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If it be worth her wearing. Pardon me 
That thus I coldly set the maskless truth 
Before us. Come) my lord, and let us sit 
Here in the crimson flush of dying day 
And speak our plain thoughts plainly, while around 
The splendours of a world dissolve ; the scene 
May aid the heart's debate the while we weigh 
The worth of worldly splendours.' 

Then the Earl : 
^ The lightest whisper loosed from lips like thine 
Is law to Geryld j but your words are strange 
And cold and bode no blessing. Hath the name 
Of Geryld lost its light, or doth the gleam 
Of something brighter than an ancient name 
With honour sparkling charm the aspiring eyes 
Of the proud Edith — proud and cold, but sweet, 
Sweeter than Geryld hath the skill to tell ? ' 

Then seated, and with all her beauty fired 
By that sweet-beaming splendour which is seen 
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Then only when the soul of woman flames 

With mingled thought and passion, Edith spake. 

Half to Earl Geryld, half to her own heart : — 

'^*An ancient name with honour sparkling !" Thus 

The purchase-money of a woman's life 

Is delicately tendered day by day, 

And day by day accepted. Yet a name, 

Whate'er its age or lustre, being but 

A part of the family jewelry, may adorn 

A man as honourless as ever stained 

The earth with trails of sin. A noble name. 

Well-won, is to the winner as a crown 

Of personal splendour, and his virtues shine 

The brighter for its brightness. The same crown 

Borne on degenerate brows but serves to light 

The ruin worked by vice, or to reveal 

Worse vacancy. Earl Geryld, though we speak 

Of name and honour only, these alone 

Form not your base of compact. Though your name 

Had pealed upon the sounding centuries 

Since William mote the Saxon, wert thou poor, 
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Thou with the soul thou hast hadst never asked 
The hand of Edith. Woman long has been 
Purchasable, and you would purchase me 
At a most liberal, ay, a princely price, 
I grant you, but I fear to sell myself. 
Hear why : — The soul of woman, like the sun. 
Moves where man cannot follow ; like the moon. 
Shows to him but one side ; and like the stars. 
With bursts of vague and passionate splendour veils 
A world where many a secret purpose works 
To its bright issue. Smile, Earl, if you will. 
Ay, slur the truth by smiling if you will : 
The moon smiles on the snows it cannot melt, 
The sea smiles on the rock it cannot rend. 
Not every soul of woman thus may claim 
Likeness to those far-circling spheres that light 
With rolling splendour the low world of men ; 
A myriad fail where one fulfils the law 
Celestial, and oft know not that they fail : 
For as a sunbeam bursting from the sun, 
Though bornlto an eternal life of light, 
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If it but strike the vaporous air of earth, 

Turns from its course immortal, and is quenched 

In the chill clod, or shattered on the rock, 

Or in the dim depths of the sea dissolved ; 

So the bright soul flash'd from the soul supreme 

To beam for ever through the worlds, oft swerves 

Through mists of the gross sense and perishes, 

Or quenched, or shattered, or perchance dissolved, 

And sunk from all divine similitudes. 

But howsoe'er we fail, the law survives, 

In distance and in mystery woman moves, 

By man unreached and unpursuable 

As yonder gleaming edge of earth and heaven.' 
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III 



Then Geryld said : ' In this high mood you take 
All earth and heaven to be your witnesses. 
How should I win you now ? I can but wait 
For lesser audience and fairer chance. 
Holding my hope in gyve I go, fair Queen — 
Queen of that life which still I vow to thee.' 

Then came the day when all her doubts withdrew, 
As clouds withdraw when over pine and snow 
The hot sun takes the valleys, and she wrote : 

* Geryld, I pray thee loose thy slackened gyve 
And let thy hope fly, for I am not thine. 
Turn thou unto some fairer queen than I 
Could have been to thee, set thy coronet 
On her sweet brow, and love and worship her. 
And she will love thee as thou shouldst be loved.' 

Then 

^ RyfEeld, if this hand and heart of mine 
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Be still such as thou car'st to take, to thee 

I give them, roughly, but most truly won. 

For when thy manly passion brake on me 

In few but fiery words, a sort of flame 

Began to burn in me, and soon I found 

That in this flame, which always greater grew, 

My doubts and fears and intricate questionings 

Concerning duty and the thorny brakes 

That seem to ever hedge our duties round. 

Were perishing, and now my clear soul sees 

The path before me, which leads straight to thee. 

I know that thou art true and worthy trust 

And hast a gallant spirit, and hast lived 

With stars and starry beauty on the seas. 

And seen storms bred and roughly break on thee 

Amid the light of lightnings, and hast looked 

The fiery death of battle in the face 

And hast not wavered, yet hast stooped to me. 

To my lone state and recordless tale of days — 

Lone, because all who think and feel are lone. 

And recordless, for I but lived and dreamed — 
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And thus hast taken from mc all the pride 
Which brooked not the approach of lesser men. 

^In wooing me as thou didst woo, thou gavest 
The right to thus reply : I take thy hand, 
O gallant sailor, and I make it mine. 
And make mine thine for ever, and I know 
TJiat closer than hands clasp our hearts will 

cleave. 
Come to me quickly, blend thy life with mine.' 

But ere the loving missive reached the hand 
Of Ryffield, once again the roar of war 
Brake over land and sea, and once again 
The navies grappled and the heroes fell. 
But RyfEeld fell not, though he fought the fight 
From the first shot till every gun was dumb, — 
Fought as the Briton fights, through blood and 

flame. 
To death or glory, or perchance to both. 
But unto life and glory Ryffield fought, 
And unto love, which life and glory crown. 
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And once again the God of Batdes gave 
To him and us the accustomed victory. 

And when the Lady Edith on the shore 
Received him to her arms and heart, she made 
The noblest victor of the age her own. 
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Songs 



The sun by day, the stars by night 
Immerse me in their heavenly light, 
But neither sun nor stars may shed 
Life's brightest blessings on my head. 

To fuller light my soul aspires, 
And seeks the warmth of keener fires ; 
Nor night nor day, nor sun nor star 
Kindles my being from afar. 

Then near one, dear one, turn on me 
Thy face, thine eyes, that I may see 
Light that may all my life illume, 
Fire that may all my soul consume. 
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II 

Uplift thy soul in song, my love, 
Loose from thy heart some joyous strain ; 
Uplift thy soul in song, my love, 
And bear me up to heaven again. 

Of all sweet sounds that hallow earth 
The sweetest in thy silence dies ; 
Of all that under heaven have birth 
The sweetest from thy lips arise. 

By feeblest accents of thy tongue 
My spirit's earthly bonds arc riven. 
But when thy louder notes are rung 
No power can hold my soul from heaven. 

Then lift thy soul in song, my love, 

Loose from thy heart some joyous strain ; 

Lift high thy soul in song, my love. 

And bear me up to heaven again. 
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III 

Wert thou but mine, 
How bright the light that would be shed 
O'er this dark earth around me spread, 
O'er yonder sombre sea of lead, 

Wert thou but mine ! 



Wert thou but mine, 
The moon would brighten in the sky, 
The stars about me multiply. 
The sun with my soul's fervour vie, 

Wert thou but mine ! 



Wert thou but mine. 
How light were life, and time how fleet ; 
The joyous hours with dancing feet 
Would to my own heart's music beat, 

Wert thou but mine ! 
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Wert thou but mine. 
From earth with all its sordid slime 
By golden stairs my soul would climb 
To heaven with all its heights sublime, 

Wert thou but mine ! 
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IV 

The star-wise tell us, dear, 
That our iar sun about a fu'ther reels. 
And onward thus till all creation wheels 
Round some Imperial Sphere. 

So be it ; but to me 

Thou art the imperial central star divine f 
Round thee the rolling worlds revolve and shine 
In my poor fantasy. 
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Trust 

It hath been said, ' Trust not in those 
Who profit by thy trust.' Ah me ! 
We do but trust as doth the rose 
The airs that steal its fragrancy. 

We trust and suffer, trust and die, 
And bear the evil men may do 
Rather than with averted eye 
And timid feet our way pursue. 

We tread the firm earth void of fears. 
As those who know their Sire in Him 
Of whose high throne the starry spheres 
Are but the burning seraphim. 
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Fame 

A DOIT for praise, a fig for fame ; 
Who brightly blaze will fleetly fade, — 
Ev'n at our sovereign Shakespeare's name 
The human owl hoots from the shade. 



Fame, let thy foolish trumpet fall, 
Nor longer deafen with thy din 
The souls that seek the Soul of All, 
The Heaven of Heavens, the God within. 
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The Unspoken Will 

The child is but a talking toy 
To men who deem themselves full wise, 
Masters of all philosophies, 
Expounders of all grief and joy. 

Alas ! the man is but a child 
Who prattles with no voice divine j 
To him no ears of heaven incline, 
By him the gods are not beguiled. 

The mystic Sphinx is silent still. 
Still silent are the oracles. 
Unbroken are the ancient spells. 
Unspoken is the Master's Will. 
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Night 



How vast, how full of beauty is the night, 
Night the immortal, night the infinite. 
How ignorantly deem we of thee, Night, 
Who name day's brief and limited eclipse 
By thy high name. Lo, the thick-crowding stars. 
Stars that are suns like ours, ablaze with day. 
Rank upon rank extended, tier on tier 
Uplifted, even beyond reach of thought ; 
Yet there thou sitt'st as at the first thou satt'st, 
Unmovable, unchangeable, untouched. 
Eternal in thy beauty. Queen of Heaven, 
Dread mother of creation, Bride of God ! 
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Sea and Sky 



How solemn-sweet the hours 
Beneath Heaven's glowing £sine, by day, by night : 
By day the curtain of the woven light, 

Hiding all worlds but ours, 

Dropt to the plains below 
Of ocean crystal-calm as that which shone 
To the rapt saint before the thunder-throne, 

Beneath the emerald bow ; ^ 

By night the lifted veil 
Disclosed the innumerable worlds of God, 
Here spreading splendour through His vast abode. 

There glimmering faint and pale, 

* Revelations iv. 2-6. 
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A nebulous stream that runs 
Like mist through Heaven, but to the God-like 

gaze 
Of Science bursts into a boundless blaze 

Of palpitating suns. 
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On a Country Maiden 

Reader, had you in Eden been, 

Her antetype you might have seen 

In Eve, just when she blushed and tarried 

Upon the point of being married. 

Of course the new-born flush is missed 
From the sweet brow that Adam kissed, 
And missing also the first glow 
Of wondering eyes that burnt below. 

Infuse these fires, and then believe 
You really gaze on virgin Eve, 
And own that nature's wondrous skill 
Is infinite and perfect still. 
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Evolution 



Spirit of man, behold ! 

See the vast scheme unfold — 
The Grod-work of the world, from the dim prime 
Of visible things to this clear-shining time. 
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Bereft 

Gone is the wife, the mother gone ; 
Though shining summer fills the skies 
She speaks not, hears not, lies alone 
With veils of darkness o'er her eyes. 

Believe it not ! It is not she 

Who withers 'neath the withering flowers ; 

The dead robe of mortality 

Is dropt ; the spirit still is ours. 

In sleep we die j in death we sleep ; 
Life comes and goes and comes again ; 
We are and are not ! Deep to deep 
Calls, but the answer would be vain ! 
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SouPs Love 

The enchanted days went by, 
So linked by golden nights that one may say 
Life was but as one long enchanted day 

When thou, sweet soul, wert nigh. 

One long glad day of love, — 
Love such as wedded souls may purely speak 
To others, such as well may warmly break 

From lip to lip above. 

When first thy lifted eyes 
Looked full in mine some keen affinity. 
As swift as sight, as strong as destiny, 

Clasped me to thee : the skies 

May perish as a scroll. 
And ruined worlds drift flake-like in the flame, 
But my soul's love of thee shall live the same. 

Immortal as the soul. 
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Woman: An Impromptu' 

All in vain we rose to see 
A flag of flame o'er Stromboli : 
Amidst the stars, above the flood, 
A dim dark form the mountain stood. 

Then from the flameless mount I turned, 
And lo, another glory burned — 
A sweet light, fairer, tenderer far 
Than ever glowed on mount or star. 

O Earth, while thus in woman's face 
Beam thought and beauty, power and grace 
To kindle all man's high desires. 
Well may ye quench your meaner fires ! 



1 Written at night off Stromboli, when a party of young 
ladies and the author had gone on deck expecting to see the 
volcano aflame. 
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Woman : An Impromptu 

O Heaven, while such ethereal flame 
To man from woman breaks, in shame 
Hide e'en your stars, and on her throne 
Let woman shine and reign alone ! 
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To E. Burne- Jones' 

The uproar of the street — 
The uproar of all streets and cities falls 
Behind me as I reach these quiet halls, 

And enter, as is meet, 

* 

With awe of heart and mind, 
To view thy work, great master, who hath served 
Art for her own sweet sake ; and hast not swerved 

From her high tasks to find 

Other reward than hers. 
Or such as she may bring thee e'en to-day. 
When folly from the house-tops bawls alway 

Of labours wrought with tears. 

1 Written on the occasion of the Exhibition of his Works at 
the New Gallery, January 1893, and printed in the St James'' 5 
Gazette. 
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To E. Burne-Jones 

Since thou did dedicate 
Thy life to the long service Art demands, 
How nobly hast thou wrought with brain and hands 

To make that service great ! 

Artist of many arts, 
Master of all that thou attemptest, say 
With what deep secret hast thou charmed away 

From Life its baser parts, 

And set thy soul to see 
Only the lights that through our darkness shine, 
Amid earth's evil only the Divine, 

In all, heaven's purity ? 
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Lost 

I KNOW that thou art gone ! 
With stark-wide eyes I saw the dark ship creep 
And drag my trembling darling to the deep, 

I trembling there alone. 



I know it ; yet I stand 
And gaze about me for the angel face, 
And reach my hands into the empty space 

To seize thy out-reached hand. 



I know it ; yet I cry, 
^ This loss is but a madness of the mind, 
The ship was but a phantom on the wind. 

My darling still is nigh.' 
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I know the garden where 
Perchance she sits and calls me to her side, 
^ Come as a bridegroom cometh to a bride, 

And find me sweet and iair.' 



There where the cypress charms 
The dreamy darkness of the dead she waits, 
Watching thro' tears the opening of the gates 

That give me to her arms. 
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To R. B., afterwards R. R. 

Fresh are the morning meads when April's flowers 
Open their fragrant folds to sun and showers, 
But fresher thou than blooming fields of spring, 
Or green-leaved woods, or orchards blossoming. 

Fresh are the blown sea-waves when toppling o'er 
They smite the ringing shingle of the shore, 
But not so freshly falls the far-blown sea 
As breaks my new impetuous love on thee. 
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A Farewell Toast ^ 

Go to the shores where summer seas 

Murmur their softest melodies -, 

Where clouds are high and suns are bright 

And with electric stars the night 

Stands richly lighted, wide and free, 

The temple of divinity. 

Go where both art and nature twine 

The golden tendrils of the vine, 

And spread the sombre olive-grove 

To give a silvery shade to love. 

But let not olive- bower nor wine, 

Nor days of sun nor nights divine. 

Steal wholly from your hearts the thought 

Of all the love about you brought 

* To friends leaving Davos Platz in January for the South of 
France. 
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A Farewell Toast 

At this auspicious hour ! We raise 
Our brimming glasses in your praise, 
We wish you joy where'er you go 
And all that 's good for you below, 
And all that 's best of life and love 
In some untroubled world above. 
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Carnousie 

Laird of Carnousie, such a home 
As thine might light an envious fire 
In noble breasts ; for what desire 
That ranges 'neath the heavenly dome 



Which holds us is there not outdone 
Here, where your red-rich harvest fells ; 
Where on your glowing orchard walls 
The thick fruit ripens in the sun ; 



Where your sweet broods of sun-brought flowers, 

Arrayed in fabrics fairy-fine 

And feiry-coloured, gaily shine 

Through all the soft and silent hours ; 

104 



Carnousie 

Where your woods shimmer in the breeze ; 
Where lie your level lawns out-rolled ; 
Where like a hanging gauze of gold 
The Devron sparkles through your trees ? 

Long may your flag wave from your tower 
O'er what my city-soul must deem 
A vision of the mind, a dream, 
The product of some golden hour ! 
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Corona 



I STOOD within the palace of the King, 

And near the audience-chamber, with pale cheeks 

That were not blanched because I heard the 

flow 
Of royal voices come through doors of gold, 
But were made hueles$ marble by the chill 
Of thoughts that lay as cold upon my heart 
As frosts upon the currents of the Spring. 

Then came a summons, echoed from the lips 

Of Majesty by gilded servitors, 

That drew me to the presence of the Prince 

Whose name of old above the states of earth 

Shook, shedding terror, like a wrathful star. 
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The baffling gaze of his most kingly eyes 
Dismarshalled all my thoughts, but soon he gave 
A pleasant call to courage, tenderly, 
And blandly sought the burden of my suit. 

Then, merging all the manners of the court 
In native rudeness and a flooding faith 
In my great purpose, thiis to him I spake : 

* Thy favour. King ! I crave, if troubled youth 

May look for favour unto him whose power 

Doth wrap the broad earth round. Thy favour. 

King, 

I seek, but seek it not as one who climbs 

The golden steps of state to reach the glow 

Of the imperial splendour. My soul longs 

To bask in beams of brighter, purer light 

Than mortal sheds on mortal. Him I seek 

Before the brightness of whose countenance 

The day is darkness and the sun a shadow. 

Why for inferior glory should man sigh — 
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Man, in His image made ? Believe me, King, 
A nobler end was ceded to my peers 
Than they within your sinful cities find : 
Wherefore I crave from your majestic hands 
The gift of some lone island, pure and free, 
That, choosing my companions, I may pass 
Into a sacred realm where God will come 
And fill us with His light, and we shall rise 
To bear His brightness hither, and to shine. 
Not star-like on the dismal verge of night. 
The glimmering harbingers of a slow dawn, 
But full-orbed suns, beaming a perfect day.' 

All kindness and the sheen of tender smiles 

Grew in the dark eyes of the fine old King, 

Till the great captains in attendance stared 

To see such mellow radiance flow from orbs 

That seldom were unclouded since the time 

They shot their lightnings through the storms of 

war. 

Or, raised above the battle on the heights, 

III 



Corona 

Shone as the signal-lights of victory 
Before the raging armies. 

' I had heard 
A whispering of your purpose,' he replied, 
^ Before you came to press me for a place 
To mould the world in, and would gladly see 
The future, from some undiscovered star, 
Rain down success upon you. But I know 
The currents of experience, overspread 
With shattered hopes, beat round about the heart 
As oceans strewn with broken bergs of ice 
About the frozen poles.' 

He turned aside, 
And as he waved the waiting captains out, 
A tear slipt down the furrows of his cheek. 
And dashed among the jewelled stars that fired 
His breast and flashed his martial glory forth. 

Then, none but I being with him, he renewed 
His graciousness, and said : 
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' You touch my heart, 

And almost make me spill my royalty, 

O youth ! for I through many years have sought 

To compass a high end, that lies beyond 

The common scope of kings, — no less an end 

Than that of bending the great peoples down 

To one great Head who should be just and wise. 

Blinded, I wrought again life's vainest work, 

And by injustice sought to minister 

To justice, and by folly sought to serve 

Wisdom. And in my darkness I rolled on ; 

Crushed thrones and trod republics to the death ; 

Ranged kings about my feet ; bade their fair queens 

Touch with the sweetness of their trembling lips 

My unmailed hands, and stript their haughty sons 

Of the dead symbols of their fallen state. 

And had my mad will wrought its full intent, 

No star in northern or in southern skies 

Had looked from heaven but might have seen the blaze 

Of some great palaced city, as I burnt 

A nest of rulers out ; no family 
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Of the same blood as he who wore a crown 

Had missed to weep an exile, or to assume 

The garb of mourners for the dead. But soon 

I felt the checks that hinder warrior kings 

Who battle falsely : in my fiery course 

They smote me, and I suddenly became 

Like one who, shocked by shot, halts in the fight, 

And drops the sheen and stain of the great sword 

He whirled above his helmet, and droops down 

Upon the steaming shoulders of his steed, 

And waits for strength or death. I passed the point 

Of men's endurance, and they brought me low ; 

Nor all my old ascendancy, nor all 

The thunder-tongued tradition of my might 

Will ever serve, but rather curse my aim. 

The only dowry of my past to me 

Is one great truth, which, though it mock my life, 

Gladdens the world for ever — heed it well : 

" Power won by needless slaughter ever drives 

The conquered to revolt, and in the hour 

When the strong tyrant lifts his head on high 
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And seems to prosper most, the hidden springs 

Of Liberty re-open, breaking through 

The blood of the nations, and their pulses beat 

Swifter beneath their fetters, till they rise 

And smite the Despot as the lightning smites 

The clouded tower that lifts its daring brow 

Too boldly to the thunders " ; — a strange truth 

For an old king to utter in the ears 

Of a hot-hearted youth ! But you have chosen 

A milder method of accomplishing 

The end I followed from my boyish years, 

And I have summed my life to you, and shown 

Its vain and hollow issue, that the tale 

May ripen caution in you. — But an isle 

You ask for. Name me any one you will. 

And I will cancel my poor right, and sign it 

Yours and your heirs' for ever.' 

Novel powers 
Wakened within me as I wondering heard 
The monarch, with a tear in either eye, 
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Pursue his sad recital. When he ceased, 
I, glad and glowing with the heats of hope, 
Thus to him : 

' A great flood of thanks, O King ! 

Too large to pass my lips, swells in my heart. 

Both for the boon and for the flow of grace 

That floats the boon unto me. O, my soul 

Foresees the world rolled in the light that lies 

Fountained in this one act. The men to come 

Shall look upon the wastes of your wild wars 

And curse you ; then shall look on this fair deed 

And kill the curse with blessings, lifting you 

To all the honour of eternal fame. 

And since your bounty gifts me with the power 

To choose my own sweet island, let it be 

*' Corona,'* for it lies far in the seas, 

Untroubled, hidden from the windy tracks 

Of Commerce, never shaken by the roar 

Of those great warships, stuflFed with storms, that 

seem 
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But fit to thunder on the coasts of hell 

When devils differ. Let " Corona " be 

My golden island, and I '11 make it soon 

The crown of the world. O King, how my heart 

longs 

To see " Corona " and the blessed life 

That there shall prosper ! I have often read 

That when the valleys and the hills were young 

Man walked with God among them. All his days 

Were Sabbaths, and the sacred tides of prayer 

Flowed not by any law of moon or sun, 

But love perpetual streamed from God to man. 

And thanks perpetual rose from man to God. 

And this will be again when we have crossed , 

The floods, and left behind these barren lands 

Now shunned by God because their peoples pour 

Libations to a thousand gods of sense ; 

And though on Sabbaths, and at morn and eve, 

They seem to worship His divinity 

Whose throne is in the soul, they do but gloss 

The hollow shape of self, and bow to it, 
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The blessings of our God be on you, King, 

And may the crowns of life and royalty 

Brighten your brows through many years of peace.' 

He only answered : 

' Take Corona, work 
Your soaring will upon it till the world 
Grow better, or you wiser.' 

Then I passed 
Through wide and gloomy halls, and down the park, 
To where the city gateway holds sublime 
A monstrous statue of the mounted King, 
Cast from the brazen guns he won in war. 
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II 

I GATHERED soon twclvc othcrs : half were men, 
Half women ; some were wed, and all were bound 
Fast in one bond of common, fixed desire 
Xo shun the curses of our age and place. 

I 

One said that * He who wrought us from the 
dust 
Parted a common spirit equally 
Among men from the first ; but where is he. 
Throned, who would fling his sceptre to the floods ? 
Or where is he who spurns a proffered power. 
Loyal to the equality ordained by God ? ' 

One came who long had brooded o'er the times 

And deemed them hollow. Light with hope he 

came. 

Moved by some modern waft of poesy 
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That whispered clear report of happy change 
And better seasons coming ; for his faith 
Was great in this : he said, * The Poet stands 
Like ancient Memnon, murmuring into song 
At the first touches of the day that comes 
In splendour on the world, and this your work 
May lead the dawn whose murmurs fill my ears.' 

Another came, fleeing a weary life. 

The son of a grand senator who poured 

Persuasion on his peers, and swayed the state, 

While his great name was roared from land to land 

By thunder-throated Fame. He came complaining 

That * Time upon his heart in early years 

Played clear and pleasant prelude, sounding false : 

Ere the applausive senate haled his sire 

From his free life among the friendly hills, 

And used his voice, that rang at home of old 

So sweet, so musical, among his boys, 

Teaching them virtue with a double charm — 

Used it to brawl the loudest in their frays ; 
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Used it to bay the loudest of the pack. 

'Twas hardly just to nature,' murmured he, 

* Who set the sign of Wisdom on his brow. 

And blazoned ^^ King " in his fine eye, and made 

** Master " the very echo of his steps, 

That he should drain and dwarf his majesty 

In puny parliaments, where impotence 

Mimics the face of might with vain grimace, 

And folly babbles, breasted with a star/ 

Then with a fuller voice he said : * You know 

How well a father's fame will plume a son, 

I caught the skirts of Fashion where she flies 

With songs and dances through the halls of night. 

I plucked and crushed life's summer fruits, and drank. 

I gathered with the great in palaces ; 

Lightly we gathered, lightly danced and glanced ; 

The minutes dropt their new delights and fled ; 

The pleasant aids of change disburdened time. 

But this is folly — folly that a man 

Scorns in his soul, as many feel who love it ; 

Ay, love and follow it though all things seem 
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In cooler hours to cry *' Fool " in their ears. 
Were we to wander back to our old hills, 
We know the very grass upon their slopes 
Would seem to point, and the great kine to stare 
At the returning fool. We 're weary grown. 
Our father's words of old revive in us : 
'* Wisdom and truth live ever j these are they 
That feed and keep the angels up in heaven : 
They make the only immortality 
That man can hope for ; therefore follow these." 
We will unsnare ourselves, and sail with you, 
And seek the high fulfilments of the years.' 

An unattended lady came, who long 
Had ^ wished to see her race, or at the least 
Her sex, uplifted to a higher height.' 
A * general rebellion of the heart 
Against what held them low ' was finding strength 
Among the women, and * they knew their power ' ; 
With them ' to rush to battle ' was ' to win.' 
But she had learnt it was our mind ' to kill 

122 



Corona 

The cruel distinctions that unwomaned woman, 
And added nothing to the grace of man.' 
And hence she would, we willing, join herself 
To our pacific mission, gaining all 
Due liberty without the strife to come. 

All these I chose ; and, of the others, some 
Came murmuring of the mighty wrongs that were — 
* The tingling lash of labour ever laid 
Unsparing on the peoples,' — ' war, the storm 
That beats on man alone,' — * the speech of priests 
That bears an under-jingle of the gold ' : 
Others from loyalty to holy vows, 
Being linked by double bonds of love and law 
To sharers of our emprise. 

Other two. 

Veined with one blood, and born in neighbouring 

Mays, 

Were willing to be with us in the heat 

And labour of our lofty enterprise — 
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Clion and young Alalia, neither past 

A twentieth spring : he cool, and calm, and grave ; 

She, seeming warm and light as any air 

That waves a rose in summer, yet not vain ; 

No child of sunshine only, but a flower 

That blows before the noon, and will not close 

In any twilight chill, but still doth blow. 

And will look up through all the starry night. 

But Clion, though he linked his hand in mine. 

And touched me from his eyes with friendly 

beams. 

Whispered of failure following in our track. 

And swayed me in the faith that he was fit 

To join the liberators of the world. 

He talked of individual men and thoughts 

Changing a time, and checking its wild woes. 

As simple herbs will check a pestilence. 

He said, ' The voice of wisdom grows more loud 

As years are added to the nations' life. 

And is more heard, and ever cries ** Advance." * 
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* Let that be true,' I answered ; * yet I know 
Voices for long have cried unto the world, 
But it is deaf by nature or by choice, 
And seldom hears them : even when a cry 
Rings backward from the future, drawing on 
The drowsy nations, there are men who stand 
Like dusky statues of some older time. 
And stir not though the trumpet at their ear 
Peals ^^ Onward ! " and the golden banners gleam 
" Onward ! " and " Onward ! " thunders from the 

crowd. 
And " Onward ! " booms from all the heights 

beyond. 

The world scorns voices j we will try the power 

Of living men upon it. We will pass 

Into our island solitudes apart. 

And God shall come and mould us to His will, 

And shape His likeness in us ; then we '11 break 

Like summer suns upon the cloud that hangs 

About these lands, and through it strike our fires. 

And end it.' 
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Clion checked the swift reply 
That toiled for utterance, used a joyful voice^ 
And talked of ^ noble men who will be great 
Where'er they come, in any land or time ; — 
Of men who will be greater than all else, 
Greater than fortune, more than circumstance ; 
Dwellers in the clear sunshine that o'erspreads 
All noise and tempest.' Then he turned and hung 
Among the glories of our island home : — 

^ Our little island, lying lone so long. 

Displaying idle splendours to the sun 

Daily, and to the cold-browed moon by night ; 

Sad, looking from the first across the seas, 

Waiting for man, her lord. There will be joy 

Ringing in all her woods, rolled on her wolds — 

Joy flying round her borders when we touch 

Her happy coasts, and leap upon her sands. 

O, we have half-forgotten why the isles 

Were founded j why the earth itself was wrought 

Burdened with so much beauty. Were her hiUs 
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Barren, and all her vales without a flower, 

Her winds, and waves, and woods without a tone, 

Yet, fair as any planet, £ur as now. 

She would roll shining in among the stars. 

Loved then, as now, by all the joyous worlds 

That look on her from end to end of heaven. 

But earth would lose her lord ; he — beauty-born — 

Forlorn, bereft of beauty, like a child — 

A suckling cast upon the waste, would die. 

But earth still holds her lord, and our sweet isle 

Will gladden as she g]:eets us from the main. 

O there we all shall live a blessed life. 

We shall ascend her breezy downs, and see 

The day break through the twilights of the seas. 

And drown the morning stars. When suns are 

high 

And fiery noons are burning on the heights. 

The myrtle's branches of undying green 

Shall screen us hidden deep in dusky dells. 

We shall lie down upon her summer slopes, 

Above the sunset, while the wild clouds float 
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In glowing skies wreathing the evening moon. 
And often we shall fly the prison, Time, 
And climb unclogged the calm immortal heights, 
And gain the land where all the great repose 
Near the eternal fountains.' 

Every chord 
That hope can strike was shaken in my breast 
To hear him. Then I caught his strain, and thus : 

* Yes ! here, howe'er in dearer hours we dwell, 

Clasped soul to soul with Nature, and forget 

The voice that tells us we are less than she, 

Can we but see the sorrow of her face 

When she looks on the cities full of sin ? 

Can we but see her sad and queenly scorn 

When she looks down on man, who should be 

great, 

Knowing himself a king, and sees his eye 

Charmed with the golden 'broidery of her robes, 

And with her jewels : never through the years 
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Touched for a moment by her loveliness, 
Or all her own true glory ! But away, 
Yonder, to far Corona will we haste, 
And woo her for her worth, and she will sit 
Serene, disclouded of her grief and scorn.' 
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III 

I AND my chosen fellows soon were set 
In our good ship, a favour of the King. 
The bastioned town and the great hills about 
Lay drowned in night and silence as we spread 
Our sails in moonlight, and before the breeze 
Slipt down the harbour, through the frowning forts, 
And onward to the seas. 

Then, when we lost 
The old land wholly, and but floods and skies 
Were round us, underneath the stars we stood, 
And bared our brows, and hymned our hearts abroad, 
The glad occasion bringing words, I leading : 

' Glory and joy ! glory and joy are ours ! 
The ocean rises high above the wastes 
Where long we wandered. O, the wearying wastes, 
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Now buried in the floods, where nations make 

Their lives a long night revel, scorning light. 

Glory and joy are ours ! The past is gone ! 

No more the hurrying currents of our life 

Shall beat with wasteful pulses, and no more 

Our hearts shall wail their dismal fellowship. 

Or shrink in shame before the holy heavens. 

Joy ! we are free, nor grieve though floods should 

strike 
The lands that are behind us \ though the seas 
Should beat to spray upon their highest hills, 
And foaming monsters for their ocean caves 
Take all their golden temples. We are free, 
Though sands should gorge their halls, and barren 

weeds 
Stream from the turrets of their palaces. 
And billows dance above their ruined towers. 
Glory and joy are ours ! The past is gone ! 
Swifter, ye winds ! grow into glorious gales. 
And blow our streaming flag from star to star. 
And bear us to our holy island home. 
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Open a way for us, ye shining seas, 

And let us lightly meet the stars that come 

With lingering beams from fair Corona's sky. 

Glory and joy are ours ! Our little isle 

Will rise and hail us from afar, and roll 

A sound of welcome up against the winds. 

Then God will leave His solitudes again 

And meet us. In the brightness of the hills, 

And in the valleys, we shall walk with God. 

Joy, joy is ours ! The strong masts bow ; we fly 

From wave to wave ; the waters roar behind ; 

We soon shall rest upon a happy isle. 

There joy shall breathe abroad in every breeze. 

And peace shall tremble down from every star. 

And love shall flow and grow from hour to hour.' 

We smote the billows into flying spray ; — 

We rushed from sea to sea — from clime to clime. 

Now from the deeps some isle or continent 

Sent its great headlands glimmering into heaven ; 

And now they fell, and foundered in the main. 
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Still on we flew : above us idly moved 
The daily suns — the wandering lights of night : 
Still on, until Corona's mountain peaks 
Blazed in a distant dawn before our eyes. 

No sound of song rose from us at the scene : 
We trembled with the shocks of wild delight ; 
Its dumb extreme unvoiced us. Silently 
We saw day fall and deepen down the hills, 
Till all the island, draped in morning, shone 
In virgin glory fair, like one who sits 
Full-robed, and listens for her bridal bells. 

Our vessel bounded on to a still bay. 
Where all the loudly-foaming billows paused. 
And wavered, then to murmuring ripples fell, 
And then to crystal stillness, mirroring 
The waving wild-flowers swung from rocky steeps. 

We struck no sail until our cleaving keel 
Furrowed through gleaming shallows, and rose high 
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Upon the shining shore. Then sprang we forth 
With cries of blessing and a shout of joy — 
A shout that could not utter half the heart. 
The dumb sands shook with gladness, and the rocks 
Rang round with happy echoes, — all the isle 
Sang in its noisy fulness to the heavens. 

When rapture's shaken sources in us calmed, 
I glanced upon my little company, 
But glanced in vain for Clion, and the face 
Of her who clung to Clion from her birth. 
I found them in the vessel, grave with toil. 
Busied between the gloomy decks with bales 
Brought from the lumbered lands we left behind, 
Beyond my knowledge. When I saw their work, 
Displeasure darkened in me, and reproach 
Seized on my tongue and clamoured : 

* Wherefore these ? 
Are we to borrow from the thing we scorn ? — 
To dance in faded garments ? — To respect 
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The poor accomplishments of times gone by ? 
We are the young, the new-born, wrought to pass 
By novel methods unto novel ends. 
Let the past perish wholly ; let it sink 
As sinks a pestilent ship beneath the sea, 
And nothing leaves to mark its memory. 
What where the ages gone, or what the arts — 
The sciences which grew to fulness in them ? 
Are they for us to covet ? Here and there 
A glimmering spirit struggles in the dark ; 
And here and there Art lifts a shadowed sign ; 
And here and there a Science shouts to find 
A buried mammoth, or a hidden moon, — 
Some fiery comet slowly creeping round 
Among the galaxies, or a poor plant 
Washed half-way round the world by an old flood. 
Or what to us are all the later gains 
Wrung by the banded nations of the dark 
From Nature's half-clenched hand with loud acclaim ? 
For me their roaring cars of Commerce may 
Dash through the hollowed hills with foam and fire : 
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For me they may banter old Time, and talk 
Across the continents with fires like those 
That burn among the thunders, and for me 
May flash their lightning message through the seas, 
Or whirl the flying torrents of the press 
From land to land, drenching the barren soils 
Where buried seeds of knowledge rot and die. 
I would not share their triumphs, — triumphs won 
By needless toils and agonies endured 
Through the long gloom of suffering centuries.' 

Then Clion murmured : 

* We are of the past : 
The past lives in us, wander where we will. 
To rend ourselves from what the eye can see. 
Then glory in a feigned emancipation 
From all that has been, is to bow before 
The airy forms of fancy.' 

Alalia joined him, 

Aiding her gentle words with gentler smiles : 
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' We shall not build a city in the woods 
To shock the silence, or to smoke the hills. 
We shall not make men toil before the suns 
Through all their joyous journeys to the west ; 
Or break the backs of women in the fields ; 
Or murder little babes in factories. 
Our wish is but to found a home where all 
May flee when faint or weary. I believe 
The bravest bird that ever sang in storms 
Has owned a nest and loved it : we shall say 
The same of you ere long.' 

Then answered I : 
* Can we not live on our own gains who feel 
The pulses of the everlasting soul 
Throb in us : we whose feet are set within 
The sacred portals of the universe. 
Where all the utmost sum of wisdom lies 
In lettered symbols which a man may read ; 
While not by slow and long-enduring toils, 
Dark watchings, eager graspings, patient pains 
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Is Nature best unriddled, but by love ? 

To the love-sceptred spirit all that is — 

All vassal atoms come delivering 

Their marvellous meanings, till it knows the world 

From zenith unto nadir/ 

Clion smiled 
And said : 

* It may be we shall live to see you 
Seize on the tree of knowledge by the trunk, 
And shake it till its fruit falls at your feet ; 
Others have had to pluck with running leaps.' 

And then Alalia : 

' Trust us ; ne'er will we 
Trouble the still clear waters of your peace.' 

Baffled I stept to the shore again ; they followed. 
Then CHon wound the cable round about 
A pillar of the rock, and as he wound, — 

* Who knows if cables last as long as men ; 
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Or ivhether this will hold our vessel firm, 
Through every rise and fall of these calm tides, 
Until some man of weary spirit pines 
And hungers for the long-forsaken hills 
Whose grasses bowed before his boyish steps ? 
Well ! no man knows what his own heart will crave 
Hereafter. Let us lash her here in peace 
Till her bright bows are turned to the seas again.' 

Then we together rose upon the rocks, 
All light and free of heart as the wild birds 
That whirled on high, or wheeled in spacious shades, 
Shed by the singing summits of the palms, 
Or dropped like gleaming meteors to the bay. 
And dallied with their shadows. Now we paused 
On shining ledges sloping in the sun. 
And strewn with starry petals glimmering down 
From blowing flowery fringes. On the breeze 
Came odours flowing from the golden groves 
Pleasantly stirring subtle powers of sense 
That slept un wooed within us. Now we rose 
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Anew ; and now at length with joy we struck 
Our feet upon the heights. 

Before us lay 

Corona's beauteous spaces, and beyond 

Again the sea shone through the cloven cliffs. 

It was a scene that made the marvellous hand 

Of memory busy. Rising on our right 

A mountain shadowed ; round its aged head 

Circled and flashed a dazzling crown of cloud. 

Trees swarmed about its base, drawn by desire 

To feed their genial greenness at the streams 

That murmured down its riven slopes, or plunged 

From steep to steep in foam, and noised abroad 

Their lowly-rolling thunders. Farther on 

A falling splendour ranged along the hills. 

And fringed the shadowy plains with light, and 

burnt 

Among the burnished plantains. Far around 

The rose, the orange, and the jasmine flowered. 

And the white-belled calbassia bright and pure. 
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Then ere the gazers ceased to gaze, I turned 
Towards Him for whom I pined, and Him invoked, 
And the rich guerdon of His presence sought : 

' O thou Eternal One, who, at the first. 

Far in the deep infinitudes of space, 

Satt'st on a throne of Silence, kingdomless, 

Sonless, unseen, unreverenced, unadored. 

Thy glory wasting in the void, thy power 

Aimless, thyself a silent phantom fixed 

In boundless, soundless, solemn solitude ; 

Thee ! Thee we laud, Thee worship, Thee invoke, 

Who from that solitary throne didst rise, 

And shake the void with shocks of change, and fill 

With murmurs and the sounds of coming worlds 

The hollow Infinite, wherein anon 

Burst forth the bright creation broad and fair, — 
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Earth in her early beauty, with the light 

Of moons and suns upon her, bounding forth 

Through the clear azure o'er whose trembling tides 

Sped the far-flashing and faint-flickering stars, 

In every grade of glory. Thee we laud. 

Thee worship, Thee invoke, who gav'st to man 

For his dominion that bright bounding earth. 

Which bears him in among the wond'ring worlds. 

And throned him high in Eden, and became 

Both God and guest unto him. Happy he. 

The first of men, whose pure right hand received 

Its sceptre by thy favour, to be swayed 

Not o'er the soulless creature-world alone. 

But o'er the region where the mind by thought 

Widens its rule, and from its broadened realms 

Reaps Knowledge, whose immortal harvests wait 

The glad in-gathering. Nor less happy she, 

The first of women, who paced with him and Thee 

The glorious garden, in her innocence rich, 

And brightened all her beauty in his smile. 

Or with the trancing touch of sinless passion 
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Played love's first preludes on his trembling heart. 
Alas ! their swift beguilement, and alas ! 
The depth of Thy displeasure ! Dark the day 
Of Thy departure ; dark, darker than death 
Thenceforward all our days, and years, and ages. 
O Thou who wert our Father and our Friend, 
Come, hallow with Thy presence this fair isle, 
Make it a second Eden, o'er whose front 
No brandished sword shall blaze, a Paradise 
Where Thou wilt shield us from the serpent, Sin, 
That in us man's true nature, unbetrayed 
In immaturity, may branch and tower. 
Like yonder tree, which broadens all its boughs. 
And waves its flaming foliage wide, and soars 
High in the mellowing splendour of the heavens. 
And steeps its shining summit in the sun. 
O, if the trembling tongues of men may touch 
Divinity with pity, and may turn 
A God from His stern purpose, hear our cries ; 
And as the fervent sun conceals in cloud 
His fierce consuming beauty, and goes down 
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Veiled to the waves that wait him in the west. 
So cloud Thy fiercer beauty in a form 
Framed for the lowly fellowship of man, 
And from the wilds of inaccessible skies, 
In lavished light and wasted radiance rolled, 
Descend unto us ! ' 

Earth's resounding air 
Ne'er echoed vainer clamour. O'er us hung 
A listless sun deep in a listless heaven. 
The light clouds sailed to the sea, the bowing trees 
Gleamed to the gathering breeze, and round us 

spread 
The unreplying silence. 

Ere the pause 

Was broken Clion turned aside, and led 

My slow irresolute steps to a clifF that hung 

Black-shadowing o'er the sea, whose rolling waves 

Roared from the foaming north. Along its brink 

We lay our lengths, above the sounding floods, 

And gave our faces to the flying foam. 
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Then Clion, always tender, always true, — 
Too tender to rebuke with heat, too true 
To fell from all rebuke — from theme to theme 
Veered his vague converse, till at length it drave 
Against me and my purpose, like a wind 
That shifts and starts awhile from point to point, 
Then steadies, and with unswerving aim drives 

dead 
Against the lee-land : — 

' Yonder eagle soars 

Straight to the sun, and in its beauty bathes. 

And in its radiance revels, then drops down 

Blessed and contented to his clouded crag. 

Make thou the eagle's wisdom thine. Arise ! 

Bathe in His infinite brightness, soar and gaze 

Till thine eyes blench, and thine exulting heart 

O'erflows ; then down to earth again ; but till 

You hear the eagle scream for the sun, and see 

The sun obey the eagle, raise no more 

This cry for God. What claim on God have we ? 
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Think what man is, what God is, and the two 

Wisely compare. The islander of old 

Upon his highest hill-top stood, and saw 

A ring of silver sea about his isle, 

And o^er both isle and sea an azure dome 

Where clouds, and suns, and stars alternate came. 

To him the azure dome and silver sea 

Were but the ornaments of earth, and earth 

The isle beneath him, and that isle his own 

Abode and temple ; and his soul bewildered 

Cried to some Great Unseen, Unheard, Unknown, 

Whose power had fashioned him and placed him 

there 

In eminence and honour at the centre 

Of the mysterious All : perchance the God 

Would burst the blue horizon, and come forth 

Across the gleaming crystal to the coast. 

But we are islanders of later days, 

And have no seeming honour to betray us. 

Our earth is but a mote in a star's beams. 

And stars are but the trembling motes that play 
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[n that far-streaming splendour that goes forth 
Eternally from God : the universe 
Is as a vineyard, and the stars we see 
Are but a broken cluster on the bough 
Of one poor vine : the tide of being rolls 
Forth from its source, and stars are but the sands 
That rise and sparkle in its depths ; the stars 
Are but the gleaming atoms of the granite 
Whereof God's throne is builded — the bright dust 
Whereon He heedless treads. I tell you, friend, 
These wild demands wherewith ye summon God 
To your attendance are but the vain cries 
Of a mad insect raging. O that man 
Were but content to be man, cherishing 
The gifts, the powers, the graces that are his. 
So that from natural duties nobly done 
He might go forth with boldness to the heights 
That God may bid him climb ! ' 

I would have closed 
And wrestled with his reasonings, but anon 
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A sweet voice took the silence, and Alalia 
Came up through deepening twilight with a song: 

« The wild bright fires that fell 
From the flaming sunset sky 

On forest, and brake, and dell, 
Now quiver, and pale, and die. 

The rich-hued clouds sweep by. 
With their golden fringes torn 

To glittering flakes, that fly 
Away, on the breezes borne. 

The folding flowers refuse 

The gleam of their glancing light, 

And droop in the cold damp dews, 
And die at the touch of night. 

But a morrow will rise and see 

The light and the life return : 

On flower, and cloud, and tree. 

Shall the self-same glory burn* 
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But ah ! when the man decays, 
And the fires of the soul grow dim, 

O what shall renew the rays, 
Or quicken the life in him ! ' 

Then night, the mighty wizard, rose and set 
His silver crescent on his brow, and poured 
His seas of gloom about the hills, and dashed 
A heaven of stars on every lake, and rolled 
His million lights about the burning poles. 
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The tale of our strange colony soon is told ; 
For Suffering came, that great iconoclast 
That breaks our false gods down, and sets the soul 
Full-faced towards the Great Father — came with 
haste. 

Ere the first brightening moon that o'er us shone 

Rolled all its glimmering sphere in the rising light, 

I parted from my fellows where they roamed, 

Like happy children holding holiday, 

Through long luxuriant valleys, slowly brought 

By the maturing suns of centuries 

To mellow beauty. Heavenward o'er the heights. 

Up to the mountain's shining top I toiled, 

Near to the moving moon. O'er the low earth 

A sea of cloud tossed its white billows wide 

In the mystic light among the rolling stars. 
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T'hen cried I unto Him whom the radiance hid : 

^ Spirit supreme, who art the one sole source 
Of these innumerable mysterious worlds, 
And of the more mysterious souls that people 
Their shining sides ! on Thee, great God, I call ; 
On Thee, who hidest in the light, and mov*st 
Within the wind, and dropp*st heaven as a veil 
Before Thee. Vain is this vast wealth of worlds 
To the aspiring spirit that doth seek 
Thyself. Though Thou shouldst multiply Thy stars 
By myriads, and in deeper splendour spread 
These heavens, yet would I look with tears for Thee 
Through all the flaming glory. My soul turns 
From earth, from heaven to Thee, who art Thyself 
A soul. Appear ! Fulfil the glorious promise. 
Of which Thy works are but the utterance — 
The promise of Thyself. This earth, these heavens, 
Preach their own nothingness and herald Thee. 
And they are nought : though Thou shouldst give 
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O'er this wide realm of stars, and make my days 

As ageSy I would give the sceptre back 

To see Thee face to face. My spirit yearns 

Not to be great, or strong, or opulent, 

But to be blest with knowledge of Thyself. 

I ask not to be lifted to Thy heaven, 

To see Thy splendour, or to swell the song 

Of angel homage. I would gladly flee 

The eternal pageantry of heaven to gain 

An hour of sweet and secret speech with Thee 

On this lone height, that thus my soul might learn 

Thee, and in Thee myself. Come, Spirit, come ! 

On Thee, O God, on Thee I fain would set 

These eyes that coldly wander o'er this scene 

Of bootless beauty. Quench this blinding light 

That hides Thee. Stay these flashing iires. Cast 

down 

This blazing orb that buries me in brightness. 

And let me gaze upon Thee, eye to eye. 

Spirit to spirit ! 

Help, O God ! 
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A sea 
J prises ! 

Help ! 

I mount ! 

I fall ! 

I strike 
The w^hirling stars ! 

the whirling rocks ! 

I die ! 
I die! 

There is no help ! 

No hope ! 

No God ! ! ' 



153 



r 



Corona 



VI 

Scarce had the clear cool light of morning drawn 
Fire from my burning brow, ere to the vales 
I floated, borne by friendly arms that laid 
Their burden on the couch of Clion's tent. 
Commended to the sweet Alalia's care, 
And to the care of her who came to find 
Woman's true freedom in her natural sphere. 

For many a day the fallen mortal form 
With fever flamed, and life's most cunning powers 
Scarce held the vital centre unconsumed. 
For many a day the wandering spirit, driven 
In terror from its burning tenement, 
Flashed through the phantom spheres. 

Then came a change, 
By night, as the weeping women watched for death. 
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With the slow morning reason slowly dawned ; 
Daw^ned o'er a waste where not a hope nor aim 
Was rooted, and my soul in sadness ,sank. 
And one by one with eager comfort came 
My kind companions, each inculcating 
Specific wisdom. 

Courage came at length, — 
Courage, and with it strength, but hope delayed. 
The future stretched before me, a new land 
Rolled vale and hill in blinding mist — a sea 
Like that which far before the Spaniard spread, 
When from the west his new-found continent 
Dispersed, a waif of cloud. 

The corner-stone 
Of our great emprise thus disjointed, all 
The towering fabric fell, and o'er its ruins 
We closed in conference. But words were few, 
And soon all eyes on Clion turned, all ears 
Upon his wisdom waited, and he spake : 
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* There is a land round whose resounding coast 
The rough sea circles ; o*er its glittering hills 
The cool bright air rolls free from shore to shore. 
That air a race of freemen gaily breathes ; 
That coast a race of freemen gladly guards. 
There sits the prince within his palace sacred, 
And sacred in his cot the peasant sits, 
Each reverent unto law, and each by law 
Freed from the fear of wrong. The monarch's arm 
Moves with the nation's might, the monarch's crown 
Glows with the nation's splendour, and the throne 
Is dear to each man as his own fire-side. 
There the immortal mind hath space to triumph, 
And genius, rising in eternal flame. 
Lights the broad land. There woman's radiant face 
In clear mysterious beauty softly beams 
Through town and city, and the sacred fire 
Of friendship on its golden altars burns. 
There men may labour for the good like gods. 
And, like the gods, enjoy the good they do : 
Healing where sickness smites ; dispensing wealth 

156 



Corona 

To the perishing poor ; strengthening weak virtue's 

hands ; 
Shaming the greedfiil base, who lie for gain, 
And thrive by public fraud and poisoning ; 
Leading aspiring spirits from the crowds 
Who babble of the soul, to the small voice 
That in the sacred stillness of the heart 
Whispers eternal wisdom : toiling to save 
The pure, to serve the good, and aiding all 
That breaks the brutal bias of man's will, 
And gives his god-like nature room to rise. 
That land ye know ; your swift, reverting thought 
Bursts o'er the seas that bore ye from its coast. 
Ah, friends ! full often do men wander far 
To find what God's good providence doth set 
Daily before them f This hath been our folly j 
Here let that folly end j return we hence 
With fervent hearts and willing hands to do 
Life's daily duties, ever in the gaze 
Of those Eternal and Omniscient eyes 
That smile more sweetly on our lowliest deeds, 
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In hope, and faith, and love, and reverence done, 
Than on our loftiest praise or loudest prayers.' 

He ceased ; we struck our tents ; we turned to 
the shore. 
Again our white-winged vessel in the sun 
Spread her broad pinions, and on favouring winds 
Back to the old land bore us. 

Ever more 
Shall aught that bringeth joy to human hearts. 
Or ease to human suffering, or redress 
To human wrong, find in us faithful service. 
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The Princess 

Let low music fill 

The palace with delight, 

For gentle, genial music still 

Hath a mystic might, 

And o'er the darkened spirit rolls like light 

Over dark morning seas : 

Let low music rise 

About her whom the future forth invites — 

About the brilliant beauty where she lies 

On the glowing crimson, ill at ease, 

While childhood 

And womanhood 

Are mixing all their trembling lights 

In her deep and tender eyes. 
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Now she burdeneth all her soul with cares 
Drawn from a fancied future ; now doth try 
The weight of empire that her father bears, 
And lift his crown upon her brows, and sigh 
For brothers to release her from the throne 
When the dying king is gone. 

Now she broodeth o'er the thought that brings 
Noble pride to royal souls ; 
See'th the stream of glorious parentage 
Where in the stormy past it rolls, 
Breaking down from age to age 
Through conquerors and kings. 

Look into those lovely eyes 
Where the wild glories flash and break, 
Like wavering sunbeams on a lake 
Shook by the breathing skies. 

Look into those lovely eyes 

Brimming high with hopes and fears, 

162 



The Princess 



Brimming high with glimmering tears 



O'er queenly destinies. 



O blessed tears that rise and quiver 
In tremulous light, and flow among 
Those fringing lashes dark and long — 
Burst thy bounds, O river ! 
Burst thy brimming bounds and roll 
A sacred torrent from the soul. 

O royal lady, it is well 
Silently to solemnize 
With tears from thine imperial eyes 
Thy throne and state : 

For nought within heaven's sphere doth dwell 
More truly great — 

More strong the suffering world to cheer and bless, 
Than hearts where growing power brings growing 
tenderness. 
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To a Lady 

O Lady, bear the voice of one 
Who knows he can no more declare 
The glory of a soul so fair 
As thine, than he can paint the sun 

When in some fiery noon he stands 
And drenches all the trembling height, 
And heaven is one great cloud of light 
That pours its torrents on the lands. 

O bear his voice who will not praise 
The changing shapes of circumstance. 
The feeble things that come by chance. 
Whose deaths are in the coming days. 

Some say that in the stars doth dwell 

A power to keep his spirit bright 

Whose eyes are on them in the night, 

Who looks upon and loves them well. 
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I hold them true, but I have found 
That power in larger plenitude 
Flow from those noble souls and good, 
Who all the night of Time surround 



And fill with more immortal beams 
Than any eager gazer sees 
Flow from the gorgeous galaxies, 
While the dark earth about him dreams. 



O well for me I saw your &ce, 
For forms like thine are all too few : 
On that dear morn I looked on you, 
The earth became a better place. 



And well for all to whom is given 

The effluence of a soul like thine, 

Thou costly chalice, filled with wine 

Drawn from the ripened vines of heaven ! 
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Hereafter may your noble name 
Revive a lofty life, for God 
Hath from the first enriched the blood 
That rolls and flows within your frame ; 

Now leading it to warrior hands ; 
Now sending the choice current down 
Through him who wore of old the crown, 
And shook the sceptre of these lands ; 

Now feeding it, through years of gloom, 
At his true heart who did not quake 
When fettered to the flaming stake 
By bloody-handed priests of Rome ; 

And now so lately the rich flood 
With all thy mother's mildness mixt : — 
O, holy eyes on you are fixt ! 
O, in you live the hopes of God ! 
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Who is he that round the holy earth, 

Aloud and long, 

Doth boldly roll his changeful song, 

Now of sorrow, now of mirth ? 

Who, who is he 

That breaketh on the mighty melody 

Wherewith the eddying heavens are rolled ? 

Doth his voice resemble 

The mellow-murmuring winds that blow 

V 

Their music in among the mountains old 

Where woodlands darken, and waters tremble ; 

Or doth his language flow 

Like the low deep speech 

Wherewith the river charms the shore ; 

Or doth it mingle with the roar 

Of the ocean-beaten beach ? 
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If through all change 

His words will blend 

With all sounds that range 

Betwixt the tender piping of the bird 

And the wild thunder that is heard 

Shaking the fire-rent heavens from end to end, 

Then shall his every syllable 

Mix with that chorus clear and full 

That eternally engages 

Hosts of immortal listeners, 

Who stoop from all the rolling spheres — 

The ever-growing chorus of the ages. 
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An Exile's Farewell 

Farewell ! O land I long have known ! 

Farewell ! O shore, O sea ! 
O will ye keep when I am gone 

Old memories of me ? 

Farewell ! I know that when no more 

I tell you of my love, 
You '11 roll your music as before 

To these sweet skies above. 

When I am far, ye woods will wave 

Your branches in the sun, 
And thou, wild sea, these shores wilt lave ; 

Ye joyous streams will run. 
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No sound of me will ever come 

In any wind that roves 
From that dull land, henceforth my home. 

To die among your groves. 



And when on other shores I stand. 
And gaze across the tides 

That roll and fall from land to land 
Adown the great earth's sides, 



I well shall know no wave will reach 

My island in the sea. 
And flow forth into glorious speech 

To tell you aught of me. 



But surely, surely some vague voice. 

Less loud than wave or wind. 

Some utterance of the spirit's choice, 

Of its own mystic kind, 
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Will murmur in my woods of me, — 

Unto my sea, my shore 5 
And from the deeps of memory 

Bring up the years before. 



Surely the very stars will send 

Some secret beam to tell 
Of him who was your common friend. 

Who loved you all so well. 



For they will see me where I still 
Shall linger in their light, 

Holden against my own true will 
In some cold northern night. 



For then, alas ! my only chance, 

When mixt with distant nations. 

Of joining you will be to glance 

On the same constellations. 
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Farewell ! and know I '11 love the sky. 
And look upon it yearning, 

When the great night is lifted high, 
And heaven is brightly burning. 
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Cupid's Song 



I AM a god of war — 
A glorious god of war ; 
With my shafts and my bow 
Through the world I go, 
A glorious god of war. 



II 

O, I love to sec old warriors 

Sit gravely down for hours, 

Planning their moats and barriers, 

Their bastions and their towers : 

I look on these old warriors, 

And love the more my own wild wars. 
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III 



Who war with me may do their best- 
Dig their trenches, build their wall ; 
Them I will out-general, 
Though I lie here at rest. 



IV 

I have no painful plan 
Of sending my dart 
Deep into the heart 
Of any maid or man. 



A shaft from my quiver 

Is swift to defeat 

The king in his crimson, 

The girl in the street. 
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VI 

I learn in no school, 
I give heed to no teacher ; 
I wink at the priest, 
I laugh at the preacher : 



VII 

They study the soul, 
They prate of the spirit- 
For this is their art ; 
But mine is the merit 
Of knowing the heart. 



VIII 

O world ! I was ever, 
And while thou endurest 
Shall be, of all war-gods 
The swiftest and surest. 
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Love 

Love is a dream, 

Yet a reality ; 

Love is a stream 

Of God's prodigality ; 

Love is a mystery, — 

Life without history. 
Beaming, streaming through the spirit 
Rush emotions new and deep ; 
Mystic feelings, fresh revealings 
From the unseen fountains leap 
When beyond its own control 
Love doth strangely hold the soul. 

Love cannot change, 
Resisteth profanity, 
Widens its range, 
Linketh humanity ; 
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Free from impurity 

Seeketh maturity. 
Roaring thunders leap from silence, 
Winter paleth Autumn's glow ; 
Ever changing, all deranging, 
Winds of Time adversely blow ; 
But from unknown, far-ofF deeps 
Love's unchanging current sweeps. 

Love cannot die. 

Knows no infirmity ; 

Outlives the sky, 

Lives through eternity. 

Love in security, 

Shapeth futurity. 

Hands of God the skiey banners 

May in fire and tempest furl ; 

Earth's foundations, heaven's creations. 

Words of God to naught may hurl ; 

But still on wings of fire above 

Will soar and sing eternal love. 
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How frail a thing is love on earth, 
The little love that has its birth 
And has its death in souls of worth ! 

'Tis as a tender flower that blows 
In some dark dawn among the snows, 
And dies before the day doth close. 

But happy is the man who passes 

O'er gleaming breadths of golden grasses, 

And climbs the frozen mountain masses 

Through hail, and storm, and thunder-shower,- 

O happy is he in the hour 

He plucks that mystic mountain-flower. 

For, lo ! its holy influence 

Streams in on him through every sense. 

With power most subtle, most intense. 
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He seems to change, within, without, 
And all that girds him round about 
Breaks forth into a joyful shout ; 

With music ring the mountain piles, 
The face of heaven grows gay with smiles. 
The sea sings round its farthest isles. 

And earth — before an idle clod — 
Now a fair flower doth wave and nod 
In the gardens of Almighty God. 
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The bird hath fellcn to its nest ; 
The cattle in their folds have rest ; 
All things around with peace are blest, 
As I lie upon the beating breast 
Of my own . 

The night upon the earth is prest ; 
The moon is on the mountain's crest ^ 
The stars are rolling to the west ; 
Of all sweet places this is best. 
By my own . 
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The sea has been to me a glorious friend ; 
How often have I found it at my side. 
With earnest voice singing away my sorrow ; 
With its enduring music luring me 
Forth from the dark past and the weary present 
To some triumphant future ! Happy sea ! 
That is more beaten by the winds than I, 
And dwells more in the darkness, and has lost 
Its song in the storm so often ! Still it sings. 
And tells me that, howe'er earth's tempests roar 
And the worlds darken, we must never lose 
Our joyous faiths, our hopes, our hearts, till we see 
Great God withdraw His stars from the heavens, 

and strike 
Time dead. 
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Let him before whose onward feet 
The mount of duty riseth still, 
Hasten to climb the holy hill, 
Though storm and flame about it beat : 

Let him who hath in love a lord, 
Serve his lord truly, nor complain 
E'en though the tyrant bid him drain 
The cup of hemlock at his word : 

Let him who claspeth in his hand 
The law and gospel of his God, 
Fulfil them, though he fall in blood 
Before the altars of his land ; 

For better is the law, or love. 
Or &ith, that bringeth noble death, 
Than that worst atheist's creed which saith, 
^ Man hath no aim, beneatl^r^above/ 
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To J. B. C. C. 

I COME with haste of heart to greet thee, Friend, 

With haste of heart, lest ere I come the gods, 

Who draw divine delight from noble minds, 

Should win thee to their seats above the sphere 

Of mortal gratulation, there to quaff 

The wine of wisdom, and to feast on fruits 

Of love, and power, and knowledge. O ! my Friend, 

This heart, that now doth glow with love of thee, 

Will burn with envy of the blissful gods 

When thou art gone unto them ; for thou art 

More dear to me than all the wealth of earth ; 

Ay, dearer than the treasure that doth fill 

The fathomless firmament. — Immersed in gloom, 

Men see the beams of truth above them break. 

And vainly towards their transient splendour spring ; 

Then on their hearts thy broad refulgent thought 

Breaks as the clear and boundless morning breaks 
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On the dim toiling sea that all night long 
Hath vainly leapt for light to fleeting stars. . . • 
They stand with failing faith and onward gaze, 
And say, ^ The Future is a way that leads 
For ever from the flowering vales of Time, 
Up to bleak regions of eternal snow ': 
And as they gaze, thou comest, strong and calm. 
And sayest : * Preachers, preach of that ye know. 
But drag not at the veil that heaven hath dropped 
Before our mortal eyes. With loving aims 
Doth nature weave a mystery in with all 
Her sweet displays, some hint of the infinite. 
And in her wildest mood or tenderest 
Hath shown to no man clear, undazzling goals.' . . . 
They say : * Lo ! here the truth of God is hid — 
Here, in an alien speech, an ancient tome, 
Beneath the ages.' Then thy whisper comes : 
' Truths have been drowned in dross and buried deep 
To be dug for in the dark, but more are sphered 
And strewn like stars above us, and one day men 
Will leave the mighty labour of the mine 

195 



To J. B. C. C. 

To gaze on these.' . . . Thou dost approach and look 

Upon the sophist's glittering citadel, 

So richly reared, smile at its seeming strength, 

Then hurl a thought at its false corner-stone. 

And lo ! the quivering fabric, rocks and roars, 

Dashes its reeling turrets to the dust, 

And bows and shatters all its shining towers. 

Oft in the streaming shower — the whirling storm 

Of thy sweet words I waver, like a boy 

Pelted to earth with golden flights of flowers 

By blooming girls, who bind their rosy wreaths 

About him, and with ringing laughter loud 

Sweep their glad captive round the summer fields. 

I come with haste of heart to greet thee. Friend ; 

For thou must cease to stoop to me, must rise 

To thine own heaven, and I go wandering back 

To that drear desolate moor where memory stands, 

A lonely mansion, and must enter in 

Amid the flitting spirits of the past. 

And steep my sorrowing heart in ceaseless tears. 
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Day closed, the sun reeled down through shining 

seas, 
The reapers whistled evening through the vales. 
The cattle dropped upon the &ding slopes, 
And night came skimming like a thin slow cloud 
Blown up from shadowy depths beyond the sea. 
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THE SOLDIER'S LESSON 

(IVritten in early ywth) 



The Soldier's Lesson 



' By Heaven, the rebels lick the dust ! 

Put up your bows and swords j 
The beasts have had enough, I trust, 

On this good day, my lords. 
One loves not well to stain his steel 

With such poor blood as theirs, 
But the sport is good to see them reel 

Back to their bloody lairs.' 

II 

This, this the merry soldier said 
When the thousands of the town 

Who battled with their lords for bread 
Were shot and trampled down ; 
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When the heads of honest men were bowed 

By the bright sabre's swing, 
And troopers charged the hungry crowd 

For God and for the king. 



Ill 

At night the soldier laid his head 

In a mansion grand and old ; 
He laid him down on a costly bed. 

And the night was dark and cold. 
He laid him down and naught he heard 

But the noises of the breeze. 
And the cawing of some dismal bird 

That dwelt among the trees. 



IV 

All fiercely shook the stars on high, 

The winds blew fiercely round, 

And fiercely many a dying cry 

Broke from the gory ground ; 
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And fiercely did that soldier start 
In the mansion grand and old, 

And fiercely shook that soldier's heart 
When the midnight hour was tolled. 



But not in dreary, dreamy sleep 

Did the soldier start and shake 
When the midnight bell was sounding deep, 

Nor was he well awake ; 
But he was as man only is 

When his too sinful soul 
Is troubled by secret agencies 

As the bells of the midnight toll. 



VI 

No dreadful vision suddenly 

Rose up and filled his sight ; 

No terrible sound broke from the sky 

To fill him with affright ; 
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But his curtains seemed to draw aside, 
And his body grew more light, 

And the casement swiftly opened wide, 
And he passed into the night. 



VII 

' All men are brothers, none are beasts,' 

A mighty voice outcried, — 
^ All men are brothers, none are beasts,' 

As he passed through the casement wide. — 
And now he hangs above the town 

Where the ghastly corpses lie, 
And the dying their brothers' blood drink down 

In their dreadful agony. 



VIII 

He is holden there : and now uprise 

The corpses young and old. 

The fearful flashes of their eyes 

Break on him thick and cold ; 
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And the famishing wives of the dead men weep 

Each where her husband stands, 
And the dead men's perishing infants creep 

And clutch at their fathers' hands ; 

IX 

And from the throats of the corpses cold, 

And from the women by, 
From the babes in the blood of their fathers 
rolled, 

Up goes an awful cry, — 

* All men are brothers, none are beasts ' — 

And the soldier seems in hell ; 

* All men are brothers, none are beasts ' — 

Again, and the soldier fell ! 



He fell among the screaming dead, 

Among the corpses cold : — 

He lifted up his troubled head 

In the mansion grand and old, 
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And heard as he before had heard 
The noises of the breeze, 

And the cawing of the dismal bird 
That dwelt among the trees. 



XI 

But evermore, through all his years. 

Where'er that soldier came. 
Whether the people fought in tears 

Or rejoiced with loud acclaim ; 
In courts and festivals and feasts, 

In times of peace and strife, 
^ All men are brothers, none are beasts,*" 

Was the teaching of his life. 
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